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little knowing that we were all moving about in the
haziest of dreams. If you imagine from this that we
were unappreciative visitors, you are wrong. The
fact is, that when you have lunched until four on a
hot day, after a morning's hard sight-seeing, and have
drunk all the toasts proposed to you, it is almost im-
possible, to give a coal shoot the attention it deserves,
say, at about half-past five. We were nothing but a
party of somnambulists.

Early that same evening, we caught a train that
was due to land us in Poznan (once Posen) in the
small hours. It went roaring across an enormous
plain, and then we shut out the night, told stories,
sang songs, and did conjuring tricks with pennies.
Curiously enough, none of us was sleepy by this time,
though we all felt we had been up and awake for at
least several days. It was rather like being back in
the war again, or in the pleasant part of it. By eleven
or so we began to feel hungry, and then discovered
there was no dining-car on the train. Something had
been arranged, however, we were told, and quite
suddenly, in the middle of the night, at some mys-
terious halt, that something happened. A number of
white-coated men suddenly swarmed into the corridor
of our coach, and they carried plates of steaming
Wiener-schnitzel and fried potatoes, bottles of beer and
glasses, dishes of wild strawberries and cream, nap-
kins and cutlery. There was our supper, done to a
turn, miraculously arriving out of the unknown dark-
ness. In a few minutes, not a white-coated man was